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He kissed her hand, gave a little bow, and
limped away out of the room. She heard the
carriage rattle off down the road.

The light was failing, and the little room was
shadowed with yellow dusk. She stood there>
her hand on the lid of the spinet, looking at the
dim garden and the white road beyond it. Her
head whirled. Will coming to Keswick! Will
only eight miles away! Will and his family
hanging over Uldale and flicking Francis' sensi-
tiveness, Jennifer's pride, with every hour that
passed! Oh, but it was impossible! The situa-
tion was impossible!

The door opened, and Jennifer came in.

' Who was that who was here?' she asked.
She was wearing a dress of deep crimson that
fitted very close to her body. She walked wearily.
During the last months Judith had seen that
something was distressing her, something that
had nothing to do with her comfort. A curious
perception of life was slowly, slowly waking in
her. One could see it tremble in her like a
faint flutter in a white sky before dawn. Her
battle with Judith continued, but this was not the
cause of her disturbance. It was from some other
direction.

* That was Warren Forster.7

* Warr.en Forster?    Why did he not stay?'

1 He had a piece of news------* Judith hesi-
tated. This same news was going to shake
Jennifer's placid laziness as nothing else could
do. Judith longed to see that shaken; in part
Judith hated Jennifer as she had never hated